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the earthy roots of the uptorn tree. The sapling to
which he had bound the bloodstained symbol of his
vow had increased and strengthened into an oak, far
indeed from its maturity, but with no mean spread of
shadowy branches. There was one singularity observ-
able in this tree which made Reuben tremble. The
middle and lower branches were in luxuriant life, and
an excess of vegetation had fringed the trunk almost
to the ground; but a blight had apparently stricken the
upper part of the oak, and the very topmost bough was
withered, sapless, and utterly dead. Reuben remem-
bered how the little banner had fluttered on that top-
most bough, when it was green and lovely, eighteen
years before. Whose guilt had blasted it?

Dorcas, after the departure of the two hunters, con-
tinued her preparations for their evening repast. Her
sylvan table was the moss-covered trunk of a large
fallen tree, on the broadest part of which she had
spread a snow-white cloth and arranged what were
left of the bright pewter vessels that had been her
pride in the settlements. It had a strange aspect, that
one little spot of homely comfort in the desolate heart
of Nature. The sunshine yet lingered upon the higher
branches of the trees that grew on rising ground; but
the shadows of evening had deepened into the hollow
where the encampment was made, and the firelight
began to redden as it gleamed up the tall trunks of the
pines or hovered on the dense and obscure mass of
foliage that circled round the spot. The heart of Dorcas
was not sad; for she felt that it was better to journey
in the wilderness with two whom she loved than to be
a lonely woman in a crowd that cared not for her. As
she busied herself in arranging seats of mouldering
wood, covered with leaves, for Reuben and her son,
her voice danced through the gloomy forest in the
measure of a song that she had learned in youth. The